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A little dialogue heavy, but | have no talent for longwinded descriptions. Next chapter we'll see how Felix and 
Jens night goes (that sounds a lot more suggestive than intended). 


Every night without you 

They were at the hotel reception, getting the keys for their rooms, Tobias had already gone ahead to explore 
his new surroundings, when Eggi asked Jens: 

"Hey, how come you and Tobias always bunk together?" 

Jens frowned. 


"Why wouldn't we?" 


Behind Jens, Eggi could see Dirk grinning. Had he said something funny? 


"Because we all get our own room, why don't you? | mean, we're stuck together all day long in the bus, don't 


you want some privacy once in a while?" 
To Eggis surprise, Jens really seemed to ponder the idea for a moment or two. Then shook his head. 
"| don't mind. Besides, it's cheaper that way." 


That made for a weak explanation in Eggis mind. They weren't Ozzy Osborne rich but they could certainly 
afford to each have their own hotel room. 


"| never knew you were so frugal", he answered. 
Y g 


Before Jens could answer, an arm appeared around his shoulders and Dirks head came up behind the lead 


guitarist. 
"That's because he isn't", he said, smirking from ear to ear. 
"Then why..?" 


"Cause they want to stay up all night braiding each others hair.", Dirk teased, nuzzling his nose into Jens long 


locks. 
Eggi cringed in sympathy. Jens shrugged him of and scowled at his fellow bandmate. 


"We've literally never done that. How'd you get that idea? Tobis hair is much too short for that stuff, 
nowadays. And besides, he couldn't hold still long enough anyways, you of all people should know that: 


He threw a meaningful glance at Dirk who muttered something that sounded suspiciously like "little shit". Eggi 
had to swallow down his curiosity about that story to stay on track. There was still a question in need of 
answering. 

"So no money issues, no braiding. Why then are you two always in the same room?" 

Jens looked distinctly uncomfortable with the line of questioning, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. 
"Just tell him, Jens. Its not that big a deal", voiced Felix from somewhere across the room. 

Until now, Eggi hadn't even been aware of the drummer listening. How was it that they all seemed to know 
about this and hadn't told him. After all, it wasn't like he'd joined the band only yesterday. He had a right to 
know these things without being made fun of. Crossing his arms he blew a strand of orange hair out of his 


face and leveled a hopefully intimidating glare at the guitarist. 


"Okay, okay, fine." Jens threw his hands up in defeat. "I'll tell you." 


Eggi grinned triumphantly and uncrossed his arms. Jens sighed. 


It's not entirely wrong to say, that it has to do with money", he started but was immediately undercut by 


Felix: "Oh come on!" 

Jens threw him a withering look at being interrupted. 

‘| said not entirely. Jesus, do you want me to tell him or not?" 
Felix raised his hands placatory. "Sorry, sorry, you go on ahead." 


"Thank you. Anyways,", he turned back to Eggi. "When we all first started out, before you came along, even 


before Felix joined us-" 

"It wasn't that long before | joined-" 

"Will you let me finish the story or do | have to make Tobi write another song about your bunny ass first? 
You know | can do that." 

Felix eyes widened. 

"You were the one who gave him the idea for that stupid..?", he asked disbelieving. 

Jens smiled evilly. 


‘Of course it was me. Served you right for calling Tobi a hyperactive dwarf. Its not his fault he's short" 


"But it's his fault that | can't feel my feet at the end of the day. | still have a few blisters from that damn 


"Babylon" practice session we had last year." 
‘Oh cry me a river. Least your fingers weren't bleeding.’ 


"Guys!", Eggi cried, wanting to get back on topic before they lost themselves in bickering again 


Really, like an old married couple, those two. 


"Right, sorry." Jens focused back on Eggi. "So when we first started out we didn't have the money to get 
separate rooms for everyone, so two of us had to share and since Dirk brings home a different girl every 
night to canoodle, Tobi and | usually bunked together. By the time you two joined, we were just so used to that 
arrangement we didn't think abut changing it." 


It didn't escape Eggis notice, that Jens spoke about Tobias and himself as "We". Like he was somehow Tobias 


mouthpiece in case the singer wasn't there to speak for himself. 


"Yeah, | get that. But why are you still doing it now? You don't have to bunk with him anymore, we can rent 


one more room without going bankrupt, you know?" 
Jens shrugged somewhat sheepishly. 


"I didn't really think about that, | guess." He paused and then, more quiet, added. "lm just so used to him being 
there." 


They all fell silent at this revelation. Neither of them knowing what to say. Then, as was bound to happen, 
Tobias burst onto the scene. 


"Guys, look what | found outside, there's a big." Noticing their silence he trailed of, looking confusedly between 
each of them, before clearing his throat and asking: " Who died?" 


Eggi could see Dirk raising his eyebrows at this slightly outlandish interpretation of spontaneous quiet and Felix 
rolling his eyes in exasperation Jens however hurried to reassure Tobias, that indeed no one had lost their life 


and neither was there anyone terminally ill, at least, no one they knew. 


Relief showing on his face, Tobias asked: "So what are you doing? Giving a minute of silence to all the hair 


Dirk's lost over the last few years or.?" 
"You're one to talk", mumbled Jens, barely audible. 
"Thank you.", said Dirk 


"| was just wondering why you and Jens always slept together.", Eggi answered soberly, to stop the argument 
that was already back on the rise. 


"Oh." Tobias looked surprised. "You don't know that? It's because Jens is afraid of the dark" 

Eggi felt his mouth fall open, Dirk was laughing hysterically, Felix looked deeply unimpressed and Tobias was 
smiling smugly, at having inspired this reaction in his bandmates. The only one decidedly unhappy about this 
explanation was Jens, who seemed to be fuming with suppressed rage. 

"Tobi", he said tightly, "you might wanna consider booking another room tonight.” 

"Why's that?" 


"Because otherwise | can't guarantee you're gonna wake up tomorrow.’ 


At this their diminutive singer looked markedly alarmed. Hurrying to say: "It was just a joke, Jens. You don't 


mean that-" 


"| do." 
That shut Tobias up promptly, which they all hadn't seen happen since the doctor last told the singer that he 
should cancel his next few shows and recuperate instead. Eggi was fascinated by the dynamic he was 


uncovering. But he still didn't have a real answer to his question A polite voice interrupted his thoughts. 


‘lm sorry, but | overheard you talking about renting more rooms and | feel | have to inform you, that there 


are no more rooms. We're completely booked." 


That made them all pause. When the silence stretched for an uncomfortable length of time, Tobi, as expected, 
was the first to speak. 


"So I'm going to die then. You're already having your minute of silence for me?" 


Dirk chuckled but quickly stopped when Jens threw him another nasty glare. Not yet mollified Jens crossed his 
arms over his chest and resolutely declared he definitely wouldn't be the one to put up with Tobias tonight. 


"Well, neither am l", said Dirk. 

"Nor |", agreed Felix. 

"Hey.", complained Tobias. 

All attention was turned on Eggi. Tobias eyes positively begged him to save him from the angry guitarist. He 
was tempted to let himself be convinced and hadn't he known Tobias for so many years, he certainly would've 
agreed without hesitation. But he knew the singer. He'd heard of Tobias habbit to get up in the middle of the 
night to start composing melodies and rhymes, humming incessantly all the while. No way was he going to put 
up with that. 

"Not you, Tobi, l'm sorry. Any of the others, but if | were Jens, I'd have strangled you years ago." 


" Hey! " 


"He's not that bad", said Jens, then, noticing he was defending the very man he was supposed to be pissed at 


fell silent again. 


"What then? You're not gonna make me sleep in the bus, | hope. It stinks in there and | can't stretch out", 


Tobias uttered disdainfully. 


That it was their smallest member complaining about the cramped conditions they lived in on tour was just 


typical. Typical Tobi. 


"You can't stretch out? What are Jens and me supposed to say then?", asked Felix fittingly. 


"| don't need that much space", uttered Jens. 


The man was terrible at holding an argument for himself, decided Eggi. Hopefully he would never be accused of 


a crime. He'd never be able to defend himself. 
"What do we do then? Usual arrangements and one less singer in the morning?", interjected Dirk cheerfully. 


"You know I'm the one largely responsible for your bank balance? King of Fools doesn't work quite as well, when 


there's no singer." 

"He has a point", said Jens softly. 

The three of them stared at him in disbelieve. 

"Whose side are you on?", cried Dirk exasperatedly. 

The way Jens ducked his had at the accusatory tone was not befitting of a man of his stature, thought Eggi. 
He wondered, if his initial assessment, that Jens must've spent his schooldays defending Tobias from the 
consequences of his badly timed jokes was wrong and it had actually been the other way around. Tobias 
certainly was much more effective at shifting away any and all displeasure aimed at himself. 


"Okay, so Tobias stays were he is, the only option we have is Jens bunks up with one of us tonight" 


From the corner of his eye, Eggi could see that neither the singer, nor his usual roommate seemed very 
happy with this assessment. 


"Why's that? You could also share your rooms with each other tonight, why do | have to share?", Jens asked. 
"Oh no." 

"Definetely not." 

Felix was shaking his head vigorously. Jens didn't look amused by their refusal. 

"Dirk still brings up girls to his rooms.", explained Eggi. 

"And Eggi snores.", fired the rhythm guitarist back. 

Felix just nodded to both. 


"So my best bet is to sleep with Felix", concluded Jens tiredly. 


"Well, he is the drummer after all", said Dirk, dirty look on his face. "Remember, Felix, faster, not harder. 


Wasn't that what your wife said?" 
Felix grimaced and Jens sighed. 


"Come on, it's not so bad", said Felix after a while and threw an arm around Jens shoulder, guiding him in the 


direction of his/their room. "We'll have fun. We can watch Star Wars or Star Trek, if you want." 
| already regret this", mumbled the guitarist. 


And by the look of things, Tobias did too, standing somewhat forlorn in the lobby. 


| can't close my eyes and slowly dream away 
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"So, you take the Couch or how do you want to do this?", Felix asked, when they arrived in their room. 


Jens pulled the door shut behind him. Unsure he looked between the king-size bed and the leather couch, that 


occupied most of the opposing wall. 


| don't know", he stated quietly. 


Felix frowned. 
"What do you mean, you don't know? How do you and Tobi usually sleep?" 
He could detect a faint blush, when Jens shrugged and replied: "If there's two beds, we each take one.." 


When Jens trailed off, Felix sighed 
"And when it's like this?", he asked patiently. 


Definitely blushing now. How was it, that a big guy like Jens was so easily unsettled by most anything? If it had 
been Tobi he'd asked this question, the singer would've made some suggestive comment or a quick witted joke. 
But Jens stood before him like a child getting berated for a bad grade. 

"Jens?", he repeated, as the other had yet to answer him. 

Clearing his throat, Jens said: "Tobi and | usually share." 

At this Felix raised his brows. 


"You share? You mean you've been sleeping in the same bed for the last 25 years?", he asked incredulously. 


The thought was ridiculous. Two grown up men, sleeping together like little girls on a sleepover. Not to mention 
that one of them was barely capable of sitting down, let alone lie still 


‘Of course not!", Jens looked appalled. "Only when we're on tour. We each have our own flat you know." 
That wasn't entirely what Felix had meant, but as this was obviously a touchy subject with the guitarist, he 


let it go. The silence stretched Jens started shifting uncomfortably and Felix felt himself looking around the 
room for something to talk about. This was more difficult than he thought. But then again, he'd just discovered 


that two of his band mates had been sleeping together for most of their adult life and that sounded much 
more suggestive than he had actually intended. Time to say something, Bohnke, he told himself, go on, you know 
you can do it. He is your friend after all, there has to be something you two can talk about. Instead, it was 


Jens who spoke. 
"lll just sleep on the couch." 


Before Felix could even think of an answer, Jens was already moving across the room to drop his bag on the 


cream colored leather and started undressing. 
"Don't you want to change in the bathroom?", Felix asked somewhat perplexed. 


Now Jens seemed downright confused, as if this request was completely out of the norm for him. Of course 


they were all men, but come on. Was it really too much to ask not to have the day end with some full frontal 


nudity of his best mate? 


"Sorry, Tobi and | don't usually bother with things like that", Jens finally apologized, grabbed a towel and some 
clothes out of his bag and vanished into the bathroom. 


Felix let a breath loose he didn't know he was holding. Sitting down on the bed he contemplated his newest 
findings. 


| Jens and Tobi always shared a bed. Except when there were two beds. But the again, Felix had never seen 
them actually request a two bed room. Even if such a request wasn't that strange, considering how many 


friends and families traveled and stayed in the same room, each with their own bed. 


2. Jens and Tobi apparently got naked around each other on a fairly regular basis. Not, that there was 
anything wrong with occasionally letting a little loose around your mates. Felix himself had seen everyone on 
the band naked or partially naked at least once. He'd seen Dirk in all his hairy glory, and Tobis skinny ass, Eggi, 
who underneath all those black shirts was surprisingly fit. But the bassist was nothing compared to Jens, who, 
when he reappeared a few minutes later, apparently having taken a shower, his hair a dripping jet black mass 
was not wearing a shirt and had the perfectly defined upper arms, that Felix would've sworn only drummers 
and famous athletes get. No wonder Tobias didn't mind the guitarist undressing in his presence. 


Shaking his head against these completely unhelpful thoughts, he stammered: "You done in there?" 
Jens, having begun the no doubt arduous process of drying his hair nodded. 
"Great, thanks." 


Hastily Felix grabbed his stuff and closed the door, locking it, just in case Tobi and Jens also shared the 
bathroom. If this went on he'd never get any rest tonight. 


When he came out of the bathroom, Jens was lying on the couch, staring up at the ceiling. 
"Anything interesting up there?", Felix asked, while he set his alarm for the next morning. 


Jens shrugged noncommittally. 

"You need the light for anything?" 

A shake of the head, so Felix switched it of and slipped into bed. It felt strange, sleeping, when someone else 
was there. Not, that his wife and him didn't sleep in the same room, but that was different. He was used to 
her presence next to him. Her soft muttering when she dreamt. Jens slow deep breathes was not something 
he was accustomed to. It wasn't really dark in the room, moonlight pouring through the window, bringing with it 
the sounds of the city. Cars and rain and trains going by. Just as he felt himself slipping off, there was 
rustling from Jens. Opening his eyes Felix could make out Jens sitting up and carding his hands through his 
hair. 

"Something wrong?" 

"No, it's just..", the guitarist trailed off. 


"Just?" 


Jens pushed his hair back and looked contemplatively at Felix, which made the other feel a little uncomfortable. 
Lying there in his pajamas with those dark eyes resting on him. 


"You're really quiet.” 
"So are you, most of the time." 


| guess, but I'm not... used to the other person being so quiet.” Jens explained, then, after a second added: 


"Tobi isn't.” 
Felix laughed and Jens joined him, chuckling softly. 


"Well, we'll both just have to face this night of quiet and rest. Think we can do that?" 


Jens smiled. 
"Yeah." 


Smiling back Felix closed his, listening to the rustling of Jens laying back down. 


| so need to feel you near 
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Eggi did snore. 


It was his second night sharing the room with someone else than Tobi and it had been a mistake. It had been a 
mistake to hold on to this stupid grudge for the singer having told the others about the supposed reason that 
they both continued to sleep in the same room. Why he did it he had no idea. The all knew it had been a joke. 
Jens had been in plenty of dark places with the others, so he didn't have anything to prove to them. But when 
morning had come and they all sat together for breakfast and Tobi, cocky shit that he was, had mockingly 
asked how his night had been, he just couldn't bring himself to let it go the way he usually did. Instead he'd 
felt the need to push back, let Tobi feel the cold for once. 


"Great. | think I'll sleep apart from you more often" 

When Tobis answer had simply been a dismissive huff of laughter Jens had tightened his grip on the 
silverware and added: "In fact, Felix, do you mind me bunking over another night?" 

Felix had spluttered and cast disbelieving looks between his two band mates, trying to judge how serious they 
were. He obviously wasn't happy about having been dragged into their little spat. Awkwardly setting aside the 
napkin he'd just used to wipe his mouth, he'd muttered something. 

Jens had frowned. 

"What was that?" 


Clearing his throat Felix had repeated: "I'd rather you'd sleep with someone else tonight." 


Cue Dirk chiming in with a dirty remark about Jens not getting reviews on his bedside manner. Which Felix 


hurried to correct. 


Its not that. You weren't bad or anything," Dirk smirked as if verified and Felix hit him."Its just that unlike 


you guys | value my alone time quite highly. Especially when we're on tour like this. No offense Jens." 
He'd thrown an apologetic glance at the guitarist. 
"None taken", he'd mumbled. 


When the silence threatened to overwhelm what should've been a peaceful breakfast Eggi, ever the 


peacekeeper, had jumped in. 
"You can stay with me." 


In hindsight sleeping with Tobi would have been wiser. Tobi didn't snore. He didn't moan or groan or make any 
noises while he was sleeping. Once the singer was asleep he was the most unobtrusive and innocent being 


imaginable. 
Eggi did all those things and while the previous night had proved to quiet for Jens liking, this was pure torture. 


It wasn't as if Jens hadn't known about the bassist noisiness beforehand. He heard it on the bus too. He just 
hadn't realized how much it would bothered him cooped up in one room all night with it. On the bus it was at 
least somewhat drowned out by the sound of wheels rolling over pavement below and cars passing by. And 
anyway, noone slept particularly well on the bus. They caught up on that lost time in the hotel. Eggi did, in any 
case. Jens not so much right now. It wasn't for lack of trying, he'd been intently focused on counting sheep for 
the better part of an hour now. He'd even tried meditating. Nothing worked. He was awake and getting more and 
more restless every second. If he didn't do something soon he'd regret it tomorrow. A tired lead guitarist was 


not exactly a recipe for success during a show. 


Sighing he pushed himself up and swung his legs of the bed. This was worse than with Felix. Felix had been 
quiet and uncomfortably so. But at least he'd been considerate enough to ask how Jens was doing before 
drifting off to sleep. He still hadn't slept well yesterday. As much as he hated to admit it, he missed Tobi. Sure 
the man was annoying, fidgety and never stopped talking, but when it came down to it the singer was also very 
easygoing, unwaveringly kind and humble to a fault. If Jens couldn't sleep, Tobi didn't rest until he found a way 
to rectify that. Whether that meant taking a late night stroll through the city with the guitarist, a trip down 
to the bar or a tickling match that left them both out of breath and pleasantly tired. And if that wasn't 


enough, Tobi always had one or two tricks up his sleeve to get Jens to relax. 


A groan from the other side of the room startled him out of his thoughts. Right, he wasn't alone. So not the 
best time to think about Tobi and his tricks. Yawning he grabbed his shirt from the floor and putting it on got 
up to go out into the hallway. The lights hurt his eyes and he was thankful when he'd left the hotel lobby 
behind and was standing on the parking lot in front of the hotel. It was empty, abandoned almost. Apart from 


the small figure leaning on the railing a few feet away. He'd recognize that petite form anywhere. 


Hiding a smile Jens went over to stand next to the singer. Tobi didn't even bother to look up from where his 


gaze was resting on the canal waters down below, wind pushing strands of caramel colored hair in his face. 
"Can't sleep?", Jens asked after a while. 
Tobias shook his head. 


"What about you?", he said, dark eyes finally coming up to watch Jens fidget with the sleeves of his shirt. 


"To quiet" 
A raised eyebrow and a head cocked in question 
"| thought Eggi snores?" 


Just the barrest hint of teasing. Frustrated Jens let go of his sleeve and hung his arms over the cold steel of 


the railing. The chill a welcome distraction 


"He does and it's fucking annoying but it's not..", he trailed off, unsure of how to explain to Tobi why Eggis 


snoring was more detrimental to his sleep than Tobis humming or his incessant chatter ever could be. 


Tobi seemed to understand him anyway, leaning into his side, the easy weight of him somehow reassuring. His 
arm came to rest around the singers slender shoulders almost of its own volition They stayed like that for a 
while, comfortable in each others presence. It didn't occur to Jens to ask Tobi about the reason he was awake 


this late at night until he was back in his room listening to Eggis snores. 


Pity for the Zillions around 
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"This is it. I'm not going to sleep with any of you guys anymore.", Jens moaned the next day. 

"A wise decision", Felix said. 

"Aww, but | shaved just for you, darling.", said Dirk 

Jens glared at the rhythm guitatist who was already smirking again. Seriously, the guy could make anything 
sound dirty. From the corner of his vision Jens could see Tobi trying to act indifferent, sipping his coffee in 
silence. He looked tired. Not ‘its 6 AM in the morning of course I'm fucking tired'-tired, but actually exhausted. 
Like he hadn't slept in days. 

Jens sure felt like he hadn't. He could barely keep his eyes open and when he did open them, the pounding 
migraine in his head immediately made him regret it. In all honesty, he could hardly wait to get back to their 
usual arrangement and if the barely hidden yawn Tobi was currently stifling was anything to go by, then the 
singer felt the same. 

"You can't go back to Tobi now. I'll feel left out", Dirk pointed out, like the pain in the ass he was. 

Jens raised his brows in doubt. 

"Will you.", he deadpanned. 

"Of course!" Dirks statement was not supported by the chuckle that nearly to overtook it. 


"Everyone else had their turn, you owe me one night, Jens Ludwig.’ 


The attempt at seriousness completely undercut by the broad grin threatening to split the blondes face in two. 
Next to him Jens could see Felix rolling his eyes. 


"The only thing I'll owe you is a blow to the head if you continue to talk stupid", Jens answered coolly. 
Seeing his chances with the guitarist dwindling, Dirk turned to Tobias to get his way. 


"Don't you think it would be unfair of him to pass over me like that? You're all for fairness aren't you? Tell 


Jens he has to sleep with me", he said, making puppy dog eyes at the singer. 
Tobias seemed unfazed. 

‘| don't pimp people out." 

"Oh come on. Please?" 


Sighing wearily Tobi rubbed a hand over his face. Jens noticed the dark shadows under the singers eyes and 


wondered, if his were equally impressing. 

"Fine, take him. He's all yours.", he conceded finally, waving dismissively. 

"What?l", cried Jens. 

"Yes!", said Dirk and launched himself at the guitarist. "You and | are gonna have so much fun! We can go to a 
bar in the evening to maybe pick up some chicks, which we can take to our room and have a wild night with 
beer and chips! Doesn't that sound awesome?" 


"Horribly." 


He caught a sympathetic look from Eggi and but when he tried to catch Tobis gaze, the later averted his face. 
Probably out of guilt for what he was doing to his best friend. 


"You'll regret this.", he hissed, before Dirk dragged him off to god knew where. 
‘lm afraid so", Tobias responded faintly. 


Dirk made good on his promise. In fact, he made better. He didn't take him to one bar, he took him to half a 


dozen. 
"Can we please go home now. l'm tired and | wanna sleep.", Jens asked for the umpteenth time. 
It was already one o'clock in the morning and he felt himself getting cranky. 


"Come on, don't be such a stick in the mud. We still have three more bars to go in this street alone", Dirk 


exclaimed happily, spilling half his drink over Jens in the process. 
Scowling Jens pushed the offending beverage out of his immediate vicinity and got up from his bar stool. 
| don't care, l'm going back to the hotel. You have fun", he said. 


Throwing some cash on the counter he left Dirk behind in the dank bar. 


The air outside felt wonderful after the stink of alcohol and cigarettes inside. It soothed his strained nerves. 
But the relief wasn't meant to last as he heard the door opening and swinging shut again behind him and heavy 
footsteps following him down the street. 


"Jens, wait, just wait a minute. Dammit, just listen to me you hardheaded idiot.” 


Resigned Jens stopped to wait for Dirk to catch up, which he did after a considerable while that had Jens 


doubting the blondes stamina. Even more so, when Jens upon reaching him doubled over gasping for breath. 
"Damn," Breath. "How," Breath. "How does Tobi even keep up with your pace?" 

"Tobi has long legs." 

"Yeah, no kidding.” Breath. "How he manages to do that split jump," Breath, cough. 

Smoker, thought Jens sardonically. 

"Is one of the big mysteries of our time.” 

Deep breath. Audible swallow. 


When Dirks respiration eventually slowed down to a more conversation ready level he straightened and faced 


Jens expectant gaze. 


‘I'm sorry | was being an ass to you before. Its just that we haven't really hung out in a while and | just 


wanted to..", he trailed off. 

"Just wanted to what? Irritate me? Because if so you've succeeded" 

"Nol | just wanted." 

"Just wanted what, Dirk? What is so damn important that you have to drag me to a dozen different bars in 
one night to spill drinks on me and then go off to forsake me and flirt with some hot chick? What is it you 
wanted to show me?" 

Crossing his arms Jens waited impatiently for his longtime friend to answer. Dirk looked uncharacteristically 
meek, almost as if he was ashamed of something. Or like Jens had caught him with his hands on Tobis sheet 
music to rewrite his guitar parts and make them easier to play. Tobi always noticed. The man knew exactly 


what his brain had come up with at five in the morning on a Sunday. 


Helplessly, Dirk shrugged his arms. 


"I just wanted it to be like old times, | guess. You know, when it was just you and me and Tobi. When we could 
just hang out in your parents garage for hours and play the most horrendous solis and Tobi still sang like 
somebody was shaking him down for money. And we didn't hang out with Kai and Andre and Michael every 


other week Back when all Edguy was, was a way to impress the girls." 

"You still use it to impress girls", Jens pointed out, but he could feel himself smiling. 

The memories flowed through him like a dam had broken. The smell of the seats in the bus they took when 
they had a show at some dingy dive for nothing more than pocket money. His parents telling him how he was 
grounded as soon as his grade would drop, while Tobias' had already taken a nosedive without his parents giving 
a flying shit. He remembered Tobis hair back then, long and golden. He liked it now too, the cut suited him, but 
he couldn't but feel an ache for those long strands gliding through his fingers like silk. Tobi had had really long 
hair, not like Jens semi long locks. Down to his waist until someday he'd chopped them all off. He hadn't realized 
how much he missed the old times. 

The wistful look on Dirks face told him he remembered too. Sighing Jens laid a hand on Dirks shoulder. 

"Well, we're older now.", he said. 

"Wiser?" 

Jens laughed. 

“That's doubtful. Taller though." 

"You and me maybe. Tobi? Not so much." 

They both chuckled. 

"He really hasn't grown much, has he?" 

Dirk shook his head grinning, already looking much more relaxed than just minutes ago. They stayed silent for a 
while, both caught up in memories. The light of the street light above them reflecting on the pavement below. 


They had to look an odd couple, standing there, just an arms reach apart, reminiscing about times past. 


"Well then, we still have three bars to go", Jens said after a while, already turning around to continue down 


the street from where they had come from. "You coming?", he asked, when it was clear Dirk wasn't following. 
"Na, l'm kinda tired. Think I'm gonna head back." 
As prove Dirk yawned widely, exaggerating motion grossly. Jens raised an eyebrow. 


"You sure?" 


"Positive." Dirk answered, giving him a thumbs up. "You should come back too. Get all the rest you can before 


we return you to Tobi tomorrow." 
"Sounds like l'm his dog." 
"You're telling me. You're the one who's always following behind him like a lost puppy.” 


"Do not." 


"Do too. Now shut up. Save your energy for when you're going to tell Tobi about the chick that hit on you at 


the second bar" 

Jens pretended to groan agonized. 

"Don't remind me. You sure you guys cant put up with me for the rest of the tour?" 

"And have you both completely inoperable for whole duration? No thanks. Don't think the others and me 
haven't noticed that you two haven't been sleeping. Seeing as you both for whatever reason can't sleep without 
the other there | think we'll pass", Dirk said smiling, 

"Tobi will be happy", Jens tried for indifference, but Dirks face told him he wasn't fooled 

"Gotta keep the king of fools happy”, he agreed nevertheless 

Jens let his head fall back in resignation, only half mocking as he said: 

"Anything for the king. 

"That's the spirit: Now come on, | can hear our beds calling” 


"You sure it's the beds you're hearing? | think you left one or two maidens unsatisfied back there. Might 


wanna go back and check." 
"Prick." 


"Casanova" 


Wind and rain till you walked inside 


Author's Notes: 
Longer than expected. But seeing as the last chapter has like 2 hits or something, | don't think that bothers 


many people.** It was still a lot of fun to write, even though it turned out quite serious and melancholic. 


Jens felt strange, knocking at his own room. It wasn't even out of necessity. He didn't need to knock on his 
room, he had a key after all. But after having spent so much time away from it he felt it would be polite to 
announce himself before barging in. For all he knew Tobi could be masturbating in there or sit naked at his 


desk writing. The last one had actually happened quite a few times in the past. 


"Uh, Tobi?" "Yeah?" "I don't want to sound prude, but, uh..." "What?" "You're naked." "l'm aware, what's your 
point?" Tobi would say, as if it was the most normal thing in the world, to sit around naked in a shared room. 
"Well, | mean, could you.. not be?" Tobi would wave his hand dismissively over his shoulder. "In a sec. | just had 


an idea and if | don't write it down now, it's gone." 
So it was always better to check. 


When there was still no reaction after his third knock, he decided he'd given enough Tobi enough time to cover 
any essentials and entered. 


It was empty. 


Jens frowned. Setting his guitar down he looked at the clock It was already half past midnight. They'd stopped 

practicing hours ago. Jens had been out eating with Eggi and Felix, Dirk having already left for the nearest bar 
and Tobi staying behind saying he needed to finish something. He'd been curious what it was, but whatever it 

was, shouldn't it be done by now? 


Indecisively Jens tapped his foot and crossed his arms. Should he go looking for the singer? Tobi was never out 
this long by himself, only if he got lost. Which did happen fairly often, since Tobi had a terrible sense of 
direction. But they'd decided years ago, after turning up late for shows and flights multiple times because the 
whole team had to go on a search for the singer, that he wasn't supposed to venture outside alone when they 
were on tour. Even when they'd been children Jens usually accompanied Tobi to and from school. Thinking about 
it now, they'd been pretty inseparable ever since they met in grammar school. No wonder people often thought 


they were a couple. 
"| really wish you'd find some other friends than that Sammet boy", his mother had always said. 


It wasn't, that she didn’t like Tobias, she always wanted the boy to eat more, trying to fatten him up. Tobi had 


been small even then. But she didn't like his trickster tendencies. 


"One of these days he's going to get you into serious trouble.", she'd lamented on more than one occasion. 


That Tobi had gotten him into trouble a multitude of times Jens kept to himself. Because while Tobi was 
certainly prone to all kinds of shenanigans (soaping down the blackboard for one, or writing down the answers 
to a test on the inside of his water bottle label for another), he was also always there to get Jens out of any 


resulting punishment (no Mrs. Kossik, Jens hadn't helped with the blackboard, in fact he had just walked over 
to tell him to stop). 


People thought it was Jens who looked out for Tobi, when Jens had always felt it was the other way around. 
Since, face it, he was shit at getting himself out of tight spots. When Jens had gotten a truly terrible grade on 
his science test in 8th grade, it had been Tobi who practiced a whole afternoon to forge his moms signature. 
And his parents probably had no clue, that even after Tobi had already left school prematurely due to his 
worsening grades, he still helped Jens prepare for his A-levels, because Tobi had always been smarter than 


him. He just didn't use that innate intelligence in a conventional way. 


So here Jens was. An adult, 35 years old and completely dependent on the songwriting whims of someone who'd 


never finished school and couldn't be more scatterbrained. He was truly wasting his education 


But the again, he lied his life now. He like the touring and the shows and the late night meals that followed. He 
loved that no two day were the same, that he'd never had to get up at six in the morning every day to go to 
some mind numbingly boring place to go completely unappreciated for 8 hours and return home to a fat dog 
and the horror that was the television program these days. If all he had to do for that was spending his days 
ambling along in Tobias way like the marginally impressive wake from a Boeing 147 he didn't mind. 


All that still left him with the decision of whether he should be searching for said 141. It was unlike Tobi to 
stay out late on tour. Sighing Jens slipped back into his shoes and left for the elevator. Where should he start 
looking? He decided he was just going to start with the last place he'd seen the singer in and that had been the 
practice room. It was unlikely, that he was going to find him there, since they'd all left hours ago, but maybe 


he found a clue on where else to go. 


When he reached the hallway where the conference rooms, and by extension there practice room, were 
located, he was surprised to hear soft piano music and even softer singing. Frowning Jens laid his ear against 
the wood of the door. It was unmistakeably Tobis voice, though quiet. Jens couldn't make out what he was 


singing. 


Should he leave him be? He looked at his watch again. Nearly | o'clock. Nope. They had to get up at five again 
the next morning to go to Prague, that morning, to be exact. Enough was enough. Tobi would just have to 


finish tomorrow. Straightening he pushed the door open and stepped inside. 


Tobi was sitting at his keyboard, paper scattered around him, scribbling down what was probably notes with 


one hand and playing various melodies with the other, all the while humming along with what he was composing. 


Rolling his eyes in affection, Jens went over to the singer who had yet to notice him and leaned over his 
shoulder. He didn't account for his hair however, which fell forward and onto Tobis neck. The squeak Tobi let 
out at the unexpected sensation had to be up there with his highest notes and Jens felt his ears ringing with 
the sound. 

"Jens! Are you trying to give me a heart attack?", Tobi cried, when he recognized his intruder. 

"And you are trying make me go deaf", Jens countered, rubbing his ear. 


Tobi blushed, shrugging his shoulders in apology. 


"Well, you startled me." Then, more skeptical he added: "What are you doing here anyway? | thought you went 
out with Felix and Eggi?" 


Raising his brows Jens replied: "Tobi, that was hours ago. It's already past midnight. What are you doing? You 


should be sleeping by now. You do know, when we have to get up again, don't you?" 

Looking sheepish Tobias looked away. 

"Yeah well.. so should you, be sleeping | mean", he defended himself weakly. 

Jens noticed the dark shadows under the singers eyes and the way he closed his eyes a little longer than 
normal when he blinked. Really, the man was shit at caring for himself. If it wasn't for Jens he'd probably 
worked himself into the ground years ago. 


"I was looking for you.", he said. "Tobi, you're exhausted. Come to bed." 


"| just wanted to finish this..", Tobi said with a guilty look at his notes, then his gaze returned to his friend. 


"You were looking for me?", he asked wide eyed. 
Jens snorted. 


‘Of course. | missed you when | came to our room and you weren't there. First night | get to spend with you 


again and you don't show up." 
He was aware that he sounded like a jilted lover, but he didn't care. He'd missed the singer and he was tired. 
This was supposed to be his first restful night in nearly a week. He was not up for this. Impatiently he gave 


Tobi with his best reproachful look. It seemed to work, the younger man shrinking under his gaze. 


‘lm sorry. I've been writing the last few nights as well, since noone was there.. I'd forgotten you were coming 


back tonight" 


That hurt. He didn't know why, but hearing that Tobi hadn't even missed him enough to care for his return 


really struck him. Was he really that dispensable? Not allowing himself to go down that road now, he instead 
repeated his earlier words: "Come to bed now. You can finish in the bus tomorrow." 


Sometimes he hated being the responsible one. 
"Actually | was nearly done anyway. Maybe you'd want to.." 
"What?" 


"Listen to it? Right now?", Tobi said hopeful glint in his eyes, then checking himself added: "If you're not too 
tired, that is." 


He was so too tired for this. BUT Tobi had his puppy dog look and Jens never had the strength to refuse him 
anything. Sighing he stepped next to the singer. 


"Scoot over then" 
Tobi happily complied 
"Let's hear it." 


When Tobi started playing the room filed with the most gently sounds Jens had ever heard him play and when 
he began to sing all his previous frustration with the singer melted away. Later they went back to their 
shared room and laid in bed next to each other, listening to the others familiar shuffling and drifting away to 
the sound of the others breathing. Jens slept through the night for the first time in days and by morning, the 


shadows under Tobis eyes had vanished. 


Waiting up all night 
| am lying by your side 


| can't close my eyes and slowly dream away 


| so need to feel you near 
The sight i'd see, the breath itd hear 
Watching till the break of day 


Long cold nights 
| had to stumble through in a lonely life 
Wind and rain till you walked inside 


Every night without you i'd sail on 

Don't know how i'd make it through without you 
Every night without you, my angel 

Pity for the zillions around 


Who're every night without you 


Its not always easy to find the words i need 


And tell you all the things i really feel 


But watching you beside me 
The silence tells the truth 


We know that it's forever and for real 


Long cold roads 

| had to stumble down in a long gone life 

Wind and rain and you walked inside 

Every night without you i'd sail on 

Don't know how i'd make it through without you 
Every night without you, my angel 

Pity for the zillions around 

Who're every night without you 

Every night without you 


| ran around guided by the neon signs 
| burned the candle at both ends 
Why would we die for the things we've never lived to see 


Striving for peace of mind 


Every night with.. 

Every night without you i'd sail on 

Don't know how i'd make it through without you 
Every night without you, my angel 

Pity for the zillions around 

Who're every night without you.. 


